The mojl lamentable TrageJie 

And now prepare your throates, Lauinia come, ^ 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead. 

Let me goc grindc theyr bones to powder fmall. 

And with this hatefull liquour temper it, 

And in that pafte let theyr vile heads be bakt. 

Come, come, be euery one officius. 

To make this banket, which I wifh may prdite 
More fterne and bloody than the Centaurs feaft. 

He cuts their thr oates. 

So now bring them in,for He play the Cooke, 

And fee them rcadie againft theyr Mother comes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Lucius, (JMarcus, and the Gothes. 

Lucius. V nckle Marcus , fince tis my Fathers minde 
That I repaire to Rome, I am content. 

Qoth. And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will. 
Lucius. Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous LMocre, 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receaue nofoftnance, fetter him. 

Tell he be brought vnto the Emprefle face, 

For teftemonie of her foule proceedings, 

And fee the Ambufh of our friendes be ftrong, 

- / feare the Emperour meanes no good to vs. 

(-Moore. Some deuill whifper curfes in mine eare. 

And prompt me, that my tongue may vttcr forth. 

The venemous mallice of my fwelling hart. 

Lucius. Away inhumane dogge,vnhallowed flauc, 

Sirs, helpe our vnckle to conuay him in. 

The trumpets fhewe the Emperour is at hand. 

S sund trumpets. Enter £ mperottr and £tnprejfe,rfith 
T rihur.es and ethers. 

King. What hath the firmament moe funnes than one i 
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of Titus Andronicus, 

Lucius- What bootes it thee to call thy felfe a fiinne i 

Marctu. Romes Emperour and Nephew break thcparlc, 
Thefe quarrels muff be quietly debated. 

The feaft is ready which the carefull T itus, 

Hath ordainde to an honourable end. 

For peace, for loue, for league and good to Rome, 
pleafe you therefore draw nie and take your places. 

Empe. (Marcus we will. 

Sound trumpets, euter Titus like a Cooke, placing the meate on 
the table , and Lauinia mith a vaile ouer her face. 

Titus. Welcom my gracious Lord, welcom dread Queene, 
Welcome yee warlike Gothes, welcome Lucius, 

And welcome all although the cheerebee poore. 

Twill fill your ftomacks, pleafe you eate ofit. 

King. Why art thou thus attired Andronicus ? 

Titus. Becaufe I would be fin e to haue all well. 

To entertaine your highnesand your Emprefle, 

Tam. We are beholding.to you good eMhdronicus. 

Titus. And if your highnes knew my hart you vvere. 

My Lord the Emperour refolue me this. 

Was it well doone of rafh Virginius 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe fhec was enforft, ftainde, and defiowrde J 

King. It was Andronicus. 

Titus. Y our reafon migh tie Lord. 

King. Becaufe the girle fhould not foruiue her fliame, 
And by her prcfencc dill renue his forrowes. 

T itus. A reafon mighty, ftrong, and effe&uall, 

A patteme, prefident, and liuely warrant. 

For the moll wretched to perforate the like. 

Die, die, Lauinia , and thy fhame with thee, 

And with thy fhame thy Fathers forrow die. 

King. What haft thou done,vnnaturall and vnkinde, 
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